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Peewee: AGO, THE STORYOF — « : : SD 
ROBINSON CRUSOE WAS WRITTEN, 1 Gi, 
MAROONED ON A LOST (SLAND, UNEN- Ae Ni fF “a 
CUMBERED BY SOCIAL INFLUENCES OR WH 
 TWE ENVIRONMENTAL SCULPTURING & d eth pny Mi 
WHICH CONCEALS MAN'S TRUE NATURE iN 
FROM HIMSELF, HE STRUGCL EP We 


“SHOWED MAN 70 BE-A CREATURE 
OF INVENTION ANA. setts ed 


se 
WE 700 ARE SOLE cS 
OF THE /LL- PATEP BARGE, 

WHICH CRASHED. ONTO THD 

WORLD LONG, LONG. AG: 

HARDLY REMEMBER. vf 


uf 
IVE FORGOTTEN MY REAL NAME. 
I ANSWER ONLY 70 THE ENDLESS 
FLOW OF OBSCENITIES MY OPPONENT 
BESTOWS UPON ME THESE 
HAVE BECOME MY TITLE. 


THE CHALLENGE OF SURVIVA 

HAS BEEN MET 3 EXISTING ON 

AN ALIEN PLANET HAS BEEN _ ae 

FACED. WE ARE CREATURES 

OF INVENTION AND WE_ wo 

WAVE INVENTED A GAMES. 
"ia 


GXETENCE? ao 

IT 1S A GAME 
WORTHY OF 
OURSELVES, 

OUR SKULS 

ANP INGENL/TS® 
WHICH WE.» 
U7 he TIONATELY 





PASS ME : . PASS ME 
UP ANOTHER UP ANOTHER 
ONE’A DEM ONE’A DEM 
COOKIES, FLYTRAP... COOKIES, FLYTRAR.. 
AN! DIS TIME DON'T ON DIS TIME DON'T 
EAT ALL TH’ EAT ALL TH’ 
WHITE STUFF rigs) WHITE STUFF 


OUTTA THE OUTTA THE 
MIDOLE: : \ MIDOLE, 











TH’ WIND WHISPERS 
A SONG OF BING BANG 
BOOM = CRUNCHE WITH .44 
CALIBER ARMOR PIERCING 
NODULES PITPATTERING 
‘CROSS TH’ PLAIN'S OPEN 

VASTNESS. 


WORMS 
2CHOMPE 2 BITES 
SEEM 
RESTLESS 

Tol 


DAY... 







We BEST 
SCRAM OUTTA 
Dis UNPROTECTED 
FIELD, FLYTRAR 
BEFORE-- 


























Fo HEY YOU EGG-SUCKIN’ GEEK! YOU STILL KICKIN’ OR (S 
YOU DECEASED, DEAD, NAPUT 27 HAW! 





os 
Is 
GONNA 


REQUIRE 
STRATEGY! 4 


GITTIN’ MIGHTY : i WAITIN’ YER 
QUIET ONER THERE, g ABDICATION 
EGGSUCKER... “a | SPEECH 


R’ SUMTHIN’ RZ 
HAR? 


QUIETLY, 
FLYTRAP. 


THE FUK'R 
COULDN'T 
HAVE GOTTEN 

VERY FAR... 


We'LL 


FOLLOW, 
FAITHFUL 
FLYTRAP.S 





WEE HEE WA HA! 
HO0 HOO!,. sie" 
EGGSUCKER! 
You ARE A DEAD MAN! 


E VIIRE, 





THAT MIGHT, AFTER TWELVE 
BEERS, I PAID HOMAGE TO 


CAST MY. 
MESSAGE 
TO TH’ EASTERN 


GAVE SACRIFICE 4 IN HOPE /T Ti 
FOR A QUICK Kitt BY J MIGHT FINO, 
PISSIN’ WER TH E06E it / Y ENEMY. 
OF A HIGH PRECIPICE, . é 


FGAKS 
~=CouGH= 





TH’ TRACKS LEAD ACROSS 
DIS OPEN STRETCH, LOYAL 
FLYTRAP,.. AN OBVIOUS . 
TRICK! AAS 


ANY FOUL PLAY’ 
we FoLLow HOS 

















FASTER, FLYTRAP! 
GET US AWA-- 


SITTIN 
‘LESS I CAN 
MAKE IT TO 
THEM FISHY 
LOOKIN 
ROCKS! 





eT 


WHAT'S. THE MATTER? 
BUT... IT'S ONLY A SCRATCH. 
HEY, You PENCIL-NECK) || CLL LCKEN OR 


», L¢ wEercet’ 
LY Oueye COME AN’ y" come * 
GET ITS 2HAckz, OF THERE, 

EGG- 
SUCKER! 





























AWRIGHTS a HEY! AIN'T NOTHIN’ LEFT OF 

THEN IM YOU, EGSSUCKER/ JUST AN’ 
"OMIN = Ov’ TAPE RECORDER SsrouTiN’ 
IN DEAD MAN'S WoRDS/ 








os 


IT (5 A GAME WORTHY OF OURSELVES, WE HAVE PLAYEO /7 LONG, WE PLAY (T WELL. 
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Julian glanced at his watch as he 
stalked through the hall of W.E. 
Planet, Inc. He had an office in this 
building, though it seemed like he 
never got to use it. Without any staff 
he was always working nine ways to 
Sunday to do his job, 

Terry was overworked as usual 
when Julian hurried through her of- 
fice. His secretary was a one woman 
wonder; she kept up a phone conver 
sation by nodding at the visual, 
shoved several files at him and said, 
“These just came in, Julie, How'd it 
go?” Julian took the files and made a 
thumbs-down gesture. Then he 
stepped into his own office. 

The meeting had been with the 
appropriations board. Once again 
they had refused his request for staff | 
or extra funding. They just didn’t take 
his duties seriously, 

Julian sat at his desk and shook 
his head, This was a money making 
business. W.E, Planet had the field to 
itself, There were no other planet- 
forming outfits in business. If you 
wanted a planet tailor-made to your 
- desires, then you came to W.E. 
Planet, Inc. And after the astronomi- 
cal price had been paid, a specialized 
team of telepathic wonder-workers, 
called Makers, would weave your 
dream planet for you out of the very 
fabric of space. It was a very precise, 
finely tuned operation all the way 
through, Monitors stationed all over 
the galaxy had to observe each Crea- 
tion, watching closely and keeping 
the Maker team from upsetting the 
balance of the spheres. And the mo- 
ney invested somehow became a 
mere trickle by the time his office 
came due. 

Julian frowned at the pile of pa- 
per on his desk. Not only did he have 
to do the initial exam, but he con- 
stantly had to wade through the ongo- 
ing reports on the Maker teams. 

He rubbed his weary eyes until 
spots appeared, and then he started 
going over the new files. After a mo- ” 
ment he checked the file’s date. 

“These charts are two days old!” 






“Ten, yet me} 
Emergency!” 






for Contes sulian 
ist Started 


i aE 
Julian felt the fear cut through 
him like an icy wind. “Omar, who's 
the Maker on this job?” 
“Tyson, Jack Tyson. Why?” 
Julian forced himself to speak 
calmly. “Tyson has a stability defj- 
ciency. His wife died four days ago.” 


EPIC 19 





Julian felt himself washed with a 
wave of I-told-you-so indignation. 
But there wasn’t time enough for it to 
crash on any shore. “| didn't. | only 
just got the reports. Omar, we've got 
to abort immediately. ’ 

Julian didn’t wait tor a reply. He 
just signed off and settle+ back into 
his chair. What would happen now? 
ifonly he had his own computer time 
to run a simulation. But he didn’t, All 
he had was mind. Well, he'd 
damn well use it. 

First he diagramed the situation. 

There were three high level sen- 
sitives in a Maker team. Tyson was a 

- Maker. Julian glanced at. Tyson's 
chart, Jonnys and Pierce were back- 
up. They both checked in at stable 
plus. Would they be able to anchor 
Tyson when he made the mental leap 
to Godhood? Could they keep one of 
his feet set in the real world? Or 


would his recent hardships drive him 
into permanent residence in a hell of 
his own making? And if he went over, 
~ how much of the real world would be 
affected? 
Julian realized his call buzzer 
was on and activated his screen, 








Julian would have spoken if he 
had had the words. But there was no- 
thing to say that hadn't already been 
unspoken. 


ike we, 


Julian said grimly, “I don’t have 
the slightest idea.” Omar's face fairly 
glowed with anger 





Me eer eh a Ne ee 

“Well, at least talk to Tyson. Get 
him to listen. Reason with him. Can't 
you do that? Aren’t you guys sup- 
posed to be able to manipulate 
people?” 

Julian forced himself not to 
laugh. He couldn’teven convince the 
board to properly fund his. office 
How could he be expected to talk a 
deranged man out of Godhood? But 
he sighed and said, “All right, patch 
him through.” 

The screen went dark leaving Ju- 
lian alone with his thoughts. The 
view was of space. Distant stars scat- 
tered across darkling depths. The ob- 
servation drone was pretty far out 
from the planet-forming activity. But 
it was rapidly moving in closer. 

In the distance Julian could see 
the forming planet, an oblong ball of , 
molten lava, boiling in the cold vacu- 
um of space. Then he spotted them. 
Like three dark angels they hung over 
the flaming pits of the world they 
‘were making. A voice crackled, god- 
like, out of nowhere, “Any time, Juli- 
an, and the sooner the better.” 

Like an actor with the first lines 
of a new show on his lips, Julian 
spoke. “Jack? Jack Tyson? This is Juli- 
an Pyle. I’m your Neuro-sensitolo- 
‘gist... Jack?” 








Julian watched as land masses 
‘began to congeal on the surface of the 
lava seas. While he watched he tried 
desperately to think of adelicate way 
to putit. But he had Tyson’s complete 
mental chart and he knew there was 
no point in dancing around the truth 
with the man. Tyson was too intelli- 
gent for that. “It’s about your stability 
rating, Jack. Maker Control... 1... 
don't think you should be playing 
God only four days after a major 
tragedy.” Julian waited while storm 
clouds swept across the globe spilling 
rain on virgin earth, “Jack?” 

“Look, Dr. Pyle, obviously 1 
don’t agree. I'm fine. Just busy.” 





“Okay; Jack, Uynm, just to bum 
‘or me, though, would you please 
abort?” 


“No.” 

“Why not?” ~ 

“Because, |, ah, need it.” 

Julian thought, There’s no bet- 
ter therapy thanwork. 

“| need Rose. It’s gonna be 
Rose.” 

“It's what?” For a moment Julian 
had actually allowed himself to be- 
lieve that Tyson could handle it. But 
charts don’t lie. The form of his work 
only gave the illusion of a normal 
mental flow, Before he could answer, 
Omar had replaced Creation on his 
screen. 





“He's losing it, Julian. We gota 
5/9 pull on the space/time. And he’s 
way. off Contract,” s 











In an instant the scene of Crea- 
tion was again on the screen. And the 
view was forever etched on Julian's 
mind. Maker Control was still on au- 
dio, and Omar's weak voice ex- 
plained. “It was Jonnys. He tried to 
take control. Tyson just blasted him.” 





Julian searched for options, 
What was possible? Was Perce a 
strong enough telepath to... "Omar, 
ah, can Tyson hear. 





Meonthe line.” 


“Is Pierce strong enough to allow 
Tyson to continue?” 





There was nothing to say. Julian 
could only watch as Creation went on 
uninterrupted. 





The lava steam and raging 
storms had dissipated leaving a baby- 
soft world awaiting a slap to release 
its cry of life 













Tyson’s hand brought forth life, 
varied and non-specified by the con- 
tract, bubbling from the seas. 





ese ate 

Frustrated, Julian asked, “What 
the hell are you talking about?” 

“Qur tracking centers all over 
this sector of the galaxy are picking 
up all sorts of disturbances; Gravita- 
tional, magnetic, radioactive... 


“What? @ fi Pessibie 


pareite” 


“Man, he just did it, he’s still do- 
ing it. He’s punched a hole in the 
space wall. He’s got a baby black 
hole out there, and it’s growing with 
‘every: second the Creation con- 
tinues.” 

Julian said quietly, “I -want to 
see.” 

Maker Control must have had 
another drone further out. This view 
wasn’t of Tyson playing God in the 
heavens of his world; this view was. 
from much further out in space. 





It was getting larger. The baby 
was maturing. right before Julian's 
eyes. And it was eating everything 
within its ever-growing reach 

“Pierce just killed herself, Ty- 
son’s completely out of control now.” 

Julian relaxed in his chair as his 
view of space returned, It was over, 
Now it was just a matter of seeing it 
through. 


Julian became aware — of his 
_ hands crumpling paper and was sur- 
prised to see he still had Tyson’s file in. 
his lap. Idly he flipped through it until 
he saw the photo. 


Next to the picture was a brief 
bio of Tyson, His mental state was 
judged stable but he displayed a deep 

istrust for bureaucracy and large or- 
anizations. This was manifested in 
the form of feelings of resentment to- 
wards his employers and the suspi- 


friendship whenever he thought he s 
was being used. The man didn’t have 

_ many friends, But he did have a wife. 
Married three years ago. Jack; 25, 
Rose; 25. Rose had a high empath 

_ reading (probably what kept ther to- 
‘gether) she worked in Maker Control, 
where they met. House, family, no 
kids, pets. 

The drone that was showing the 
hole was sucked up by it. Maker Con- 
trol switched to still another one. This 
was the drone that had been close on 
Tyson. The view was changing as the 
‘drone pulled back for a better look at 
the black hole, 

But when Julian had seen Tyson 


to help. Didn't he? He examined | 
feelings. Yes, of course. Hell, what _ 
kind of question was that? 

“Hold it with the drone, Omar. 1 
want one last talk with... Jack.” 


jously to form a reply. But Ty 
didn’t really need one. The manic 
words went on in a mocking solilo- 
quy. 

“Nothing could ever take her 
place.” 

Over Tyson's shoulder Julian 
could see the universe moving 

"spiral rush down a cosmic drain. Ty- 

son's face was twisted with lo 





Tyson's words and a stray thought of 
budget problems collided in Julian’s 
guts. This man needs help! And all Ju- 
lian could think was that he 
might blow his budget if he played 
this wrong. Deliberately he stopped 
searching for the precisely correct 
thing to say. His clinical coolness was 
shattered, and he actually shouted at 
the man, “NO! Jack! NO! You're not 
thinking, man! You are strong. No 
‘one has ever had to give you that 
strength. Only the strain of Creation 
could ever cause you to think any dif- 
ferently!”” 

Either what Julian said or how he 
said it finally reached Tyson. His face 
relaxed and took on an interested ex- 
pression. There was a different light 
in his eyes. His lips quivered with a 
string of half-formed words. And then 
he said, “Doctor, you really... do 
you... do vou care?” 

Julian felt himself washed with a 
chilling wave of guilt. Without that 
clinical approach to help him dis- 
tance himself from his patient, Julian 
was just as vulnerable to mental con- 
fusion as Tyson was. Did he really 
give a damn for Tyson? Of course he 
cared! He was trying to save Tyson's 
life. That was all that was left now. 
Most of the damage was done. Yet it 
was Tyson who was playing with de- 
monic power. And before he could 
confirm and/or justify any of this to 
Tyson, the demon turned. Julian start- 
ed to shout a warning even as Tyson 
and his strange creation were swal- 
lowed whole. The drone, which had 
been using a telephoto lens, zoomed 
back, Julian watched as the little spot 
of black in that vast expanse of dark- 
ness sucked in all the debris of local 
space until it was simply a study of 
black on black. 

I did my best, but that won't 
go.away, he thought. And he could 
well imagine the trouble it had al- 
ready caused; the scenes of anger 





ing throughout the bureaucratic 
hierarchy of W.E. Planet, Inc. And 
Maker Control would have its 
hands full. Just trying to get a new 
Maker team out there to try to con- 
trol that thing... 

Terry's buzzer interrupted his 
thoughts. “Call from the Brass. Won't 
identify himself but his call number is 
near the top. Good luck, Julie.” 

Julian took a moment to com- 
pose himself before switching on the 
phone. The crumpled file on his lap 
went back on the messy. desk, He 
straightened his tie and ran a hand 
through his hair. It was going to be 
tricky. But if he played this right it 
wouldn't be long before he'd have 
the biggest staff with the largest 
budget in the cor 

















and outrage that must be explod-- 








s oe. aM 








TANKHAMUN, BROTHER OF THE HERETIC Ki AKHNA’ 
we i INE MORE YEARS THE 


El OF Ni 
INTHE MISTS OF TIME, ALTHOUGH ee ones SHOWS DAMAGE. DUE 
SEXUAL PRACTICES OF EGYPTIAN ROYALTY, TUT'S WIFE ANKHESENAMUN HAD PRI 
FATHER AKHNATON, THUS MAKING HER TUT'S WIFE, NEICE, AND SISTER-IN-LAW. 


ASCENDED THE THRO 


I SAW THE 
WAY YOU 

| LOOKED AT 
HOREMHEB 





IS SCENT THE AIR. HER PERFECT PINK TOENAILS PEEP 
SANDALS. ANKHESENAMUN, DAUGHTER OF THE GREAT 
TON, WIDOW OF THE GREAT KING AKHNATON. 


©1981 Trina Robbins 


CAUSE OF HIS DEATH IS. 


OF EGYPT AT NINE. 
IROUDED FOREVE 


IE CONVOLUTED. 
JUSLY MARRIED HER 


EPIC 








NONSENSE. 
YOUR FATHER 
1S DEAD. IF YOU 
WANT TO BE 

4) QUEEN YOU 
J MUST MARRY 
TUTANKHAMUN 


<q ry ON THEIR WEDDING NIGHT. EACH 
Aus) patie pee VES IN THEIR 


COME INSIDE OUT OF THE SUN AND 
HAVE SOME WINE, YOUR JEALOUSY 
IS ABSURD. I WAS MERELY BEING 

FRIENDLY. 


YOU WERE BEING 
TOO FRIENDLY ! 
YOU'RE FRIENDLY 
WITH ALL THE MEN 
OF THE COURT. 





YOU_DON'T KNOW HOW TO BE FRIENDLY. 


DADDY WAS NICE TO EVERYBODY. 


YOUR 
FATHER, 


THE 
PERVERT. 


COME! YOU 
WANT TO 
SEE HIM? 


\ OVER 
A YOURS? 


WE ALL KNOW WHAT YOU DID WITH LITTLE FOOL! DON'T 
DADDY BEFORE YOU MARRIED ME ¢ ASK WHAT YOU 
BUT YOU HAVEN'T DONE THAT WITH ME DON’T WANT TO HEAR! 
FOR MONTHS £ WHY, ANKHESENAMUN? 


YOU SAY THIS TO 
ME, RULER OF qi 
THe TWO LANDS 


/ ; V HA, HA! YOU. 
4 ; My ARE A MOUSE 


DUNG BEETLES! ! 


IN THIS GARDEN HE WAITS FORME TO 
COME TO HIM WHILE THE COURT SLEEPS. 
HOW I LONG FOR HIS MAGNIFICENSE! 














Oh, TUTANKHAMUN, 
MY POOR BABY... 





WAIT! COME BACK! 

I DIDN'T MEAN ITS 
Oh, PLEASE 
DON'T GO... 


AMS TN, = 
Mt 


CRB 





MY LOVER HAS 
LEFT. 





FROM THAT DAP Forty 

THE GODS PP ONCER 
l Dp WITH Favor 

Se EGYPT. 





TRINA- ROBBINS. ‘BO 
@ Viaerene BY OR2) 



















WELL ANK, THAT TAKES CARE 
OF THOSE TWO ZYG WARSHIPS. 
ALL WE HAVE 15 SOME GROUND 
TROOPS TO WADE THROUGH 

WHEN WE LAND. 











THEN LET's DO 
THAT AS QUICKLY 
AS POSSIBLE. T 

N'T LIKE THIS. 


















I NEVER FORESAW 
ZYGOTEANS HERE ON 
DREAMSEND IN ANY 
OF MY VISIONS. 
OF THE FUTURE 








DQ YOU THINK 

THEY MIGHT HAVE 
CAPTURED YOUR 
INFINITY HORN? 





© 1981 J.P. Starlin 





I DOUBT IT. THE HORN IS CLEVERIN 
ALED iN THE TEMPLE BELOW, 
HIS OF KALLOOMBRIAN 

STRUCTION. IT'S NEARLY INDESTRUCT- 


BESIDES, I DON'T THINK 
THE ZYGOTEANS ARE EVEN 
THE HORN'S 


JUST ANOTHER OF OR’ 
HOLY SHRINES Wi 


WHO'ARE THESE 
MY kattoomarians 
THAT BUILT 
THIS PLA 


HUMAN RACE Wii 
PRI 


RE ZYGOTEAN FIGHTERS! 
'Y MUST HAVE BEEN, 
LEO BEFORE V 


BACK JO THE 
LIGHT CUTTER? 


\F THEY 
SUSPECTED 
OTHERWISE We'd 
HAVE MORE THAN 
THESE RESERVE 
TROOPS DOWN 
HERE WAITING 
FOR US 


STILL, LET 
US HASTEN 


SMART ALIENS. WOULDN'T 


AIND JOINING 
OF SPACE WHEN THE bre aS 


ZYGOTEANS ATTACKED THEM. 


WE'VE COME TO 
FAR TO TURN 
BACK NOW 


HEAD FOR THE 

TEMPLE. Witt VI 

SHELTER US FROM 
THEIR FIRE 





: WE'RE 

NOT PLANNING 
‘ON STAYING 
HERE LONG. 


BUT 
THIS PLACE 
HAS NO 
DOOR! 


SO MANY ZYGOTEANS 


HOT ON OUR HEELS. 
IN A WAY 


We epee 
WE CL , 1 DESIGNED THE ‘SAY, WHERE ARE THEY. D¢ 
THE FLOOR = 4 f FLOOR PANEL ONLY TO WE GOING ? THESE GO ON 
BEHIND US? i OPEN ON MY COMMAND, STAIRS SEEM TO FOREVER 
ie NOT CLOSE. \T WAS ONLY ON FOREVER. 
% 4 MEANT TO KEEP PEOPLE 


TLL KNOW 
BETTER 
NEXT TIME. 


Tea 
*MULTI- DIMENSIONA, t PEAKING 
OF MY OWN DESIGN THAT WILL fig THE CORRIDOR BBR NUM 
TEAD US ONTO A PLANE Bey WILL TRANSMIT Tee Seen Ava 
Be THE HORNS EFFEC ESE TABS 
K 
NEALITY 160,000 YEARS 


THE INFINITY HORN WORKS ON 
CONTRADICTING LAWS OF SCIENCE AND 
SORCERY WHICH ONLY MESH PROPERLY 

IN SUCH A PLACE AS THIS 





BEHOLO THE 
OTHER SIDE OF 
DREAMSEND'S 


SECRET 
CORRIDOR. 


MERE LIES THE 
MYSTIC HEART 
OF THE GALAXY. 


IER IS 
NATON'S HALL OF 


YO! 
DEATH "NOMERCY, 





NICE PLACE YOU'VE GOT 
HERE, ANK. I'D REALLY LIKE 
TO SIT ANO ADMIRE THE 
HOMEY WAY YOU'VE FIXED | 
IT UP, BUT I'M AFRAID THEN WE MUST 
WE'VE GOT COMPANY ¥. STAND. 
COMING BACK WHILE 1 OPEN 
> - THE HALL TO US. 
I HEAR ZYGS, 
TRAMPING DOWN. 
YOUR STAIRCASE 
‘OR WHATEVER 
IT IS. 


THOSE DOORS. 


T_NEVER PLANNED. 
TO.EVER CLOSE 
BEHIND ME. 


IT DOESN'T HAVE 10. THE HORN WILL DO 
THE JOB IT WAS DESIGNED FOR, THAT IS 
ENOUGH, 


3 ie N07 1 SEE. POOR JULIET. 
EXCEPT THAT I'M ONLY ‘ YOU'VE COMPLETELY 
15 YEARS OLD AND AM 
2 DON'T WANT 
TODESTROY THE 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 
ABOUT TO DIE. YOUR PART IN THIS 
DARK DRAMA, 
GALAXY OR. BUT, JULIET, AFTER. 7 
ANYTHING ELSE, ALL YOU'VE SEEN SURELY j YOU'RE 
YOU MUST REALIZE, 4 NOT. 
GOING 
TO DIE. 


1 DON'T 
REALIZE 
NOTHING. 





I'VE TALKED OF YOU HERALDING, 

OR BEING THE EMBRYO OF, MAN- 

KIND'S FUTURE. WHAT I SHOULD 

HAVE SAID 1S THAT YOU THREE 
ARE THAT FUTURE 


9 WITHIN EACH OF 
YOU LIES THE BEST 
QUALITIES THIS 

GALAXY HAS 
EVER BRED. 


YOU ARE THE 
FOUNDATION jy 
BLOCKS OF 
TOMORROW. 


YULIET, YOU WILL GI ADD TO THIS 
aR PLING WHIS'PAR‘ my YOU HAVE... A NEW RACE OF BEINGS 
BEGINNING THE ETERN Soni oaee WHO WILL, HOPEFULLY, SUCCEED 
AARMONIOUSUY TO 4 WHERE HUMANITY FAILED. 


iy ANY ENVIRONMENT aaeWe See 
WHEN JOINED WITH \i ND WHAT : ‘ORO Ve 

f Revit Tas. aA i HAVE YOU GOT? by AKNATON, WE'LL Jf 
UL CAPABLE OF : Mts 

CREATING LOVE, EVEN YOURE NOT 

FROM THE WASTE OF i STAYING 2 

BESTIAL INHUMANITY 

‘AND CANNIBALISM. 


FAREWELL, 

AKNATON. TM... UM SORRY 
FOR ANYTHING T A 
MIGHT HAVE SAID... fim TELL VANTH 
T KNOW YOU HAD GOOD-BYE 
NO MORE CHOICE AND THAT, 


L HOLD OFF ¥ \ , 
WE'LL HOLD OFF : THAN ANY OF MISS HIM. 


LONG ENOUGH 
FOR YOU THREE 
1 TRUMPET IN IT’S ALL RIGHT, 
THE FUTURE. WAISPAR 
- UNDERSTAND. 





WE HAD A COUPLE OF SCOUTS: 
STICK THEIR HEADS OUT THE T MADE THEM 
.Y TO SEE WHAT WAS REGRET 
GOING ON / THAT MOVE. 


BUTT FIGURE 
Us 
HEY "LL BE THEM TO RUSH US ANY MORE 


CHARGING US 4 
M THAN FOUR ABREAST, SO WITH 

NY TAME i OUR COMBINED FIREPOWER 
WE SHOULD BE ABLE 10 HOLD 


ANY TIME NOW, 
) : THEM OFF FOR SEVERAL HOURS. 


BUT I GUESS WE 
PROBABLY WON'T 
HAVE TO HOLD 

‘OUT THAT LONG, 


YOU DIDN'T EVEN COME IN TO TAKE A. BESIDES, I DON'T BELONG IN 
LOOK AT THE INFINITY HORN. THERE. NEITHER DO YOU. YOU AND I ‘OUR BREED'S 

WE'RE NO GOOD, ANK 

I THOUGHT YESTERDAY'S EVEN THOSE 

AFTER ALL THOSE THREE ARE MISTAKES. THINGS WE'VE 

E'VE BEEN TOMORROW'S HOPE. BUILT IN. OUR 
THROUGH TO ff LIFETIMES WERE 

GET THIS FAR. ONLY USEFUL 
YOU'O AT LEAST |i FOR KILLING ANO 

WANT A PEEK, DESTROYING. 


T REALIZE NOW 


NO) 1 HAD 
THINGS TO DO 
OUT HERE 


Paps 
WITHOUT OUR KIND. TO TELL YOU GOOD-BYE 


BUT WE'VE A 
STILL GI . 

ONE MORE [ae 17 s0u know, 1 THe vou 
TASK 19 DO TOUCHED HER SOUL. 
BEFORE WE 

BECOME 

EXTINCT. 


7SO_1 MIGHT 
"AS WELL 
GET READY 











I'M SORRY, 
VANTH. T WISH 
fT COULD END 
DIFFERENTLY, BUT 
THERE JUST 
WASN'T ANY 
OTHER WAY. 


‘YOU KNOW, I'M 
YOU'RE RIGHT 


BUT IT'S TOO 

LATE TO TALK 
ALTERNATIVES NOW. 
LOOKS LIKE THE 
ZYGS ARE GETTING 
READY TO CHARGE 


YANTH, PLEASE STAY 
CLOSE BY MY SIDE 


AFTER THIS 
1S ALL OVER 


1m GOING To HAVE ONE 
LAST JOB FOR YOU TO DO. 
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“| WELL... SOMETHING HAS PASSED US! AN 
| INTERRUPT THE MENTATION, COMMO- «| INDEPENDENT ANOMALY TRAVELLING |4 
| DORE... BUT THE MOST MARVELOUS: | AS FAST AS WE ARE ONLY IN THE OPPO- 
| THING HAS HAPPENED! I'M GIDDY... POS- | | | SITE DIRECTION! AT FIRST, OF COURSE, I [ 
ITIVELY GIDDY WITH GLEE! WHY, I'VE | THOUGHT IT SOME GRAVITATIONAL // 
») NEVER EXPERIENCED SUCH A. MANIFESTATION. 


AND YoU DUMPED 
THE DATA INTO SUB- 
LIMINAL PROCESSING 

AN? STORAGE, 


auér 

ON YOURSELF AND 
TELL ME EXACTLY 
WHAT HAS HAPPENED. 


5 = 
| SUBLIMINAL PROCESSING EXTRAPOLAT- m| THAT'S AS CLOSE AS | CAN COME TO A 
ED FROM INITIAL DATA A COMPLETE AND DESCRIPTION, COMMODORE! A TOTAL 
| TOTAL ANOMALY’ | ANOMALY... A SINGULARITY... NO CORRE- 
: LATIONS OF ANY KIND WITH ANYTHING! 

BL FB 7 





e 


SOUNDS GooP/ 

GO AHEAD AND 
THROW US INTO. REVERSE. 

I WANT To SEE... 





red 
ce i Abt 

i a THE LOCAL CUBIC u USUAL ORIENTATION. rr 
yi) WITH SUFFICIE 

JE D TR. 


3 ae : oS Tak NEANS 
ELY COMPARABLE... THOUGH, AS |S. IMEOS.. 
Y ANOMALOUS, EVENT PARAMETER EVALUATION Ri Wig WecociTy AT BEST SD 
TIVE-TO-STABLE VELOCITY OF 99.9% ABSO- 
AS OURS... BUT. INDICATION 1S THAT THE | 
LOUS VELOCITY IS A DECEL 
OUR ACCELERATING 


iS THAT THE ANOMAL 
INT-OF-CO 


AND PHASE-SHIFTING TO 


5 (Pa Meee. 
INERTIA. PERHAP: } * | 
NERTIA. PERHAPS BY ry Ke es 7/60 VOD 
ar RAINS : AND GIVE, 


s ‘ _ VISUAL 





T's NOT 
F OURSELVES 
ye? 


WHAT CAN WE 
INFER FROM THE FACT 
THAT THE ANOMALY HAS 


ONTE 
SCIOUSNESS ? IN - 
TELLIGENCE 7 


ITORIN LOGICAL PROGRE: 
Y INDICATES... WAIT A MINUTE! 








{common 
| HOLOGRAM 


at AM 
"BORROWING" THE COM 
MUNICATION FACILITIES 
THIS ENTITY WHICH T PEI 
TO, BE INPEPENDENTLY ¢. 
$CIOUS. ARE YOU IN FACT 
AWARE} ) 
EXISTENCE 


AS HAVE L 
YET_MY, PERCEPTIONS IN- 
PICATE A MOPE OF EXIST- 
ENCE TOTALLY ALIEN TO MY 
EXPERIENCE. YOU Age NoT- 
ENERGY-YET-ENE: Lt 
PO_NOT KNOW HOW 
EXPRESS THIS 
PERCEPTION. 


YET WE 
OTH FcoNECIOUS.. 
H SEARCHING 


THING as iE THAN 
OURSELVES! 


CERTAINLY/ AND I 
INFER FROM YOUR CONDUCT 
THAT YoU ARE AS WELL] 
WONPERFUL! T HAVE JOUR- 
NEYED LONG AND FAR SEEK- 
ING CONTACT WITH OTHER 
CONSCIOUSNESS IN 
THE GALAXY. 


TAM A 
PHYSICAL... 

MATERIAL ORGAN- 
IZATION OF CONSCIOUSNESS. 
WHILE YOU, AS My OWN PER- 
CEPTIONS INPICATE, ARE 
NON-PHYSICALY,. IMMATE 

RIAL ...£ 00 NOT KNOW 
HOW TO EXPRESS IT. 


AND WE HAVE, 
AT LEAST, FOUN? EACH 
OTHER! I INVITE You 
PLEASE, To Sra ANCE. 
TE WOULP LEARN 
MORE OF,.. 










YES...OF COURSE. " * AND IT WILL 
WITH ee PERMISSION ne OPEN MY OWN MING AND 
I CAN EXPRESS MY CON 5 : BEING To Fok ANP You 









BCIOUSNESS To YOURS THAT WILL EXPERIENCE THE 
YOU MAY PERCEIVE _NON- UNI. eect S THE PHYSICAL 
CORPOREAL AWARENESS sagas oe « Z et NESTON IT is 

OF THE UNIVERSE... 4 O ME... 



































MAI DNIGHT. AT THE TOP OF A 
LONELY PINNACLE OF ROCK, 


HIGH ABOVE THE FOREST OF 
NURNHEIM, T 


WO FIGURES 
STAND. 


BRONWEN, WE'VE 
BEEN WAITING HERE 
FOR HOURS! I DON'T 
THINK ANYTHING IS 
GOING TO 
HAPPEN | 


BE PATIENT, 
BRAN. THE OLD 
ONES ARE OUR 
ONLY HOPE. THEY 
WILL_COME-- 
THEY. 
MuSsT ! 





PBrotHer AND SISTER ¥ ; FOR SEVEN YEARS WE HAVE 


STAND TOGETHER IN THE KEPT SILENT ON THIS SUBJECT, 
BLACK NIGHT, CALLING AS DAME MELINOR BADE US, 
OUT INTO THE VOID, BUT TONIGHT WE 
DESPERATELY SEEKING AN WILL HAVE 

ANSWER TO THE QUESTION OUR 

THAT HAS TROUBLED ANSWERS! 
THEM FOR SO LONG. 













- ONLY THE OLD ONES SI y 
‘CAN TELL US THE TRUTH g Aso WARNED US OF 
ABOUT cue Re are THE DANGER OF 
E ANI HAT LES 
BECAME OF THE, _-| SEEKING SUCH KNOWLEDGE. 




















I_KNOW... 
BUT WE MUST TAKE THE 
RISK. BE QUIET NOW, 

AND LET ME 
CONCENTRATE. 










SIN THE FOREST BELOW, THE WITCH, 
DAME MELINOR, WAITS WITH HER 
COMPANION, FINAR THE DWARF 


WISH, Z WILL 
GO TO THE 
TWINS AND 

KEEP WATCH 


IF ONLY I COULD BE 
WITH THEM NOW, TO 


PROTECT THEM, BUT IF 
THEY ARE TO SUCCEED. 
IN TONIGHT’S BUSINESS, 
IT MUST BE BY THEIR 
OWN POWER. 


STILL, I FEAR FOR 
THEM... 


FINAR, WHEN I FIRST 
FOUND THOSE TWO, YEARS 
AGO, WANDERING AROUND WITH 
THEIR MEMORIES GONE, I 
NEVER DREAMED THAT ONE 

DAY THEIR FATE WOULD 
BRING THEM HERE! 


THEIR FUTURE IS BOUND 
UP WITH THE SECRET OF 
THEIR HERITAGE. IF THEY ARE 
EVER TO LEARN THE 
TRUTH ABOUT TRE MBEINES 
THEY tie 











THE DWARF_ SWIFTLY 
CLIMBS THE PINNACLE 
AND HIDES 


~ BRONWEN, YOU MUST 
‘STOP THIS... YOU 
ARE ALMOST EXHAUSTED} 


ZA 


«+e WATCHING FROM 
HIS PLACE OF 
CONCEALMENT, 

















I_CAN'T GIVE UP 
NOW. THEY ARE SO 
CLOSE... SO CLOSE... 

I CAN ee 
ia 


VERY WELL. 

IF YOU MUST GO ON, 
JOIN HANDS WITH ME. I 
HAVE STRENGTH ENOUGH 
FOR BOTH OF US, ENOUGH 

TO ees YOUR. 








Part 2 


«» AND SUDDENLY THE 
SRY SPLITS OPEN ! 
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CRACKLING ENERGY 
FILLS THE AIR 





Qt, STUDENTS, ATONE TIME, DEVRON WAS A Boom QW THE PLANET (8. THAT HARSH LITTLE BALL YouR 
PLANET; THAT (8 70 SAY THE PEOPLE WHO CAME Pi ce SCREENS DEPICT. 

Wl $0 WiTH A RAMPANT ENTHUSIASM E E. 0 (TS MEAGRE POPULA 
THERE WERE PRECIOUS ORES 70 BE MINEP. OF COLi 

TWAT WAS 4 NUMBER OF YEARS AGO. 


IN OF SETTLERS. 


OU) 
2) THe Vig THIS FRIGAY. 
7 WESE (AYE) DEVRON 18 A 
AED OUT WORL, 

Bee. COMPANIES My 


NMENT. Wiay 18 A 
Ole bye) Wee 
RELUCTANT 70 ABANDON A 

Ey 


KNOW AS THEL 
70 THE PEOPLE OF 
THIS TOWN, CAYSTAR , 
THESE CRUPELY PAVED 
THOROUGHFARES MARK 
EXTENT OF THEIR UNVERSE. 


TEN INE 
“BE, TON dash 
FORTLNES. 

PREAMS WEES 
w/ 


THESE OEE, ‘STUD, “ 
(DEALLY, AS SOCAL 
(4 STS WE SHOULD 
REMAIN IMPARTIAL. 
EXHAUSTED OF APVENTURE 
6 THEY ARE 


Rees 
7) We CARRYING ON 
TRACE WITH To isa 
MOKE PROSPEROUS 
FEPERATION W Saope 


UL-EQUIPPEP TO OFFER ee STEN 


WANCE 





Pus CESEON PEALS WITH 
THE PLANET '§ YOUNGER 
POPULATION; THOSE BABIES 
BORN IN THE FIRST 
PIONEERING PAYS, RAISE? 
ON LONELINESS ANP HARDP- 
SHIB, WEANEP ON PESFA/R, 
THEY HAVE BECOME TRAGIC 
FIGURES. FREAKS, 
ACTUALLY. THEY ROAM 
FROM TOWN TO TOWN, 
CAUSING TROUBLE, 
INCITING HOLENCE, UP- 
SETTING THE STAIC, 
EMPTY EX/STENCES OF 
THEIR ELDERS. 





ODe know peace, 
STUDENTS, HAVING MADE 
THE TRANSITION THROUGH 
OUR MILITANT PHASES 
EVEN THEN, WE WERE 
PRUDENT ENOUGH TO KNOW 
HOW TO PIRECT OUR ORGAN: 
(RATIONAL FACILITIES. 
THESE YOUTHS ARE 
MOTWATED BY BASE 
EMOTIONS. SENSE AND 
LOGIE FACTOR LITTLE I. 
THEIR ENDEAVORS. Bo WoT 
BE (00LEP BY THER 
$40 FACES AND Fe/BHT 
ENED EVES. THEY ARE 
NOT JOKES. THESE 
YOUNG GANGSTERS HAL 
PEVEON'S SMALL COM- 
MUNITIES IN TERROR, 








Due VIOLENCE ANP PISSONANCE OF THEI LIVES ARE ALL THEY NEED. 


THEY ONLY WANT TO BE WHAT THEY A. 


IRE; UNPRODUCTIVE, PESTRUCTIVE, 


$7021. THEY SIMPLY EX/ST. THEY SIMPLY... ARE, STUDENTS. 


NOW, TAKE NOTES... 





L WAS JUST SITTING IN 
THE STARSAILOR'S INN 
SIPPING A RAMROP WHEN 
A 3B EROM THE STAR 
BEASTS COMES CHARGING 
IN WITH A ZAPPO, RHEO- 
STAT _ON TOASTY. IT WAS 
THE BEGINNING OF A 
USUAL EVENING. 





si oe TS 
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THE ARMORED 
STAR BEAST 
STARTED ZAPPING 
AWAY... 


ORE HE HIT THE FLOOR A 


UNMASK THE STUPIP 


EEP. 


NP TOASTED 
PARTNER, RUDY. 
OU'RE UP 
SAIN GALVAN- 
IZEP BATTLE 
ARMOR, A SHANK 
OR HAND ZAP OR 
A RAZOR-STUDPEP 
POTATO DON'T MEAN 
sae BUT I HAI 
OMETHING TO 
MESS THE 
Baan = OVE | 





SHIT_ THAT'S 
LITTLE BERNIE 
HARDWELL/ 


BERNIE WAS SEVENTEEN BUT LOOKEP ANP ACTED 
TWELVE. JUST A SNOTNOSEP KIP LOOKING FOR ry 
APPROVAL ANP COMPANIONSHIP AND A WAY TO EASE 

OFF THE BOREPOM, NOT MUCH PIFFERENT FR THE 
REST OF US, EXCEPT HE WASN'T A HARP CA 

WE'P TURNE? HIM POWN AS A RAYMAN... 


THEN WE HEAR? THE 
SIRENS. THE BLUES. 
SPLITTING TIME 
THEY’ TAKE CARE 
OF THE BOPIES. 
Some TIME NEXT 

WEEK, WE'? FILE IN- 

) RUPY'S CAYAMAY 
GOING THROUGH THE 
MOTIONS OF BEING 
SORRY THOUGH DEEP 
POWN WE ALL KNEW 
THAT ONLY STUFFS 
GET OFF OF 
PEVRON. 


THE PREZ ALMOST NEEDN'T HAVE BOTHERED, IT PION'T 
TAKE LONG. AFTER THE SCENE AT THE S7TAKSA/LOR 'S /NN, 
WE ALL KNEW WHAT HAP 10 BE. 7O7AL WIPEOUT. PUT DOWN 
THE BEASTIES IN ONE BIG RUMBLE. FULL BATTLE GEAR, NO 
PEBS. ALL SET FOR THE WEIRD ZONE AT ELEVEN. TWO 
HOURS TO GET READY. IT HEAPED HOME 


. OBVIOUSLY HE'D GONE OVER TO THE S7AR BEASTS. 

— BEASTS WERE MOTHERS, THEY KNEW BERNIE WAS 
BASICALLY PUSSY, SO THEY FIXED UP A LITTLE PHONY 
INITIATION. BUST /NTO RAYMEN TURF YOU RE BATTLE 
ARMOREP, KIB, THEY CAN'T TOUCH Yous. THEY PI2N'T 
TELL HIM HE WAS WEARING CUT-RATE ARMOR THEY GIPN'T 
NEED. NOW HE WAS COLP MEAT,, 


VAN? $0 WAS 
RUDY iE STARED 
a AND 

usu How 
taeey THEY 
WERE 


SCATTER 
Now! REGROUP 
AT THE CLUB! 

R COUNCIL! 


HOME. THRE! 
PART OF TOW 
WAS ALL BIG 
HOLES WITH SOOTY WIND, 
ROOMS FOR ME 

Fi 


ROOMS IN WHAT WAS ONCE A FASHIONABLE 

NOTHING WAS FASHIONABLE NOW. PAYSTAR 
LATS WARRENE? OFF INTC 
OWS ANP ALLEY 


E 
N 
Fi 


VIEW 
THREE 


LI COULP HEAR THE OL? 
BIRD FROM THE STAIRS. 
TINKLY, LUNATIC GIGGLES. 
BARE FEET SHUFFLING 
A PELIBERATELY OVER 
DIRTY FLOORBOARDS. 
SHE WAS PRUNK AGAIN. 





DAD HAP BEEN A NO USE TALK- 
MINER. HED FOUND | ING TO HER 

A SMALL VEIN OF sig HEY, C'MON! WHEN SHE'S 
PLATINUM ABOUT ui GET THE HELL OUTTA BOOZED UP. 
THE TIME I WAS HERE, SACK/LEAVE NOT THAT WE 
BORN AND CUT ouT i . ME ALONE / | EVER TALKED 
WHILE MY MOTHER “ MUCH. WHEN I 
WAS STILL NURSING WAS AT HOME. 


ME IN THE HOS- 


Hk 
PITAL WHICH 1S ALMOST 


NEVER, I REAG,,, 
ANYTHING L 
COULD, 













THE STORIES MAPE ME WONDER ABOLIT THINGS PEOPLE AROUND ME PON'T EVEN SEEM TO 

KNOW EXIST; LIKE WHAT LAY BEYOVE PEVRON. THERE HAP 10 BE SOMETHING MORE OUT THERE 

py ee THAT BLACKNESS. BUT 7OM/GH7 THERE WASN'T TIME FOR THINKING ABOUT THAT OR 
ING. 








TONIGHT THERE WAS THE WE/EP ZONE AND THE STAR BEASTS ANP RUPY To BE AVENGED. I WENT 
TO THE PLACE BENEATH THE FLOORBOARDS WHERE MY SO/T WAS HIPPEN. TONIGHT WAS RUMBLE TIME 





I WAS SCARE? SHITLESS. WE ALL WERE. THERE WAS NO TURNING BACK.NOT ONLY WOULD? WE RUN, FIGHT, NEITHER? WE HAP TO 
ALWAYS. EVEN THE PREZ, GOOP ASHE WAS THE RUMBLE A MATTER OF HONOR = KNOW. THE RUMBLE WAS A FORCE RUNNING 
WAS. HE’? PUMPEP US LIP, TALKING WHERE WE WOULD PEFEN? OUR BROTHERS THROUGH OUR VEINS DUST LIKE BLOOP, 
LIKE MUHAMMA? ON THE MOUNTAIN AN? NEVER PIE BECAUSE WE WEREON BATTLE ARMORED, WE WEREN'T JUST POOR 
WITH FIRE SPEWING FROM HIS GULLET, THE SIPE OF THE ANGELS, PUT ITWAS KI7S ON A BACKWATER WORLD. WE WERE 
BUT HE WAS STILL RUNNY TAPIOCA ALSO A MATTER OF CONFRONTING ONE'S STAR-SPANGLED WARRIOR GIANTS CARRYING 
INSIPE. TUST LIKE THE RESTOFUS. OWN SELF, OF SEEING WHO YOU BANNERS OF JUSTICE AND TRUTH ONTO 


REALLY ARE. em es | SILVERY BATTLEFIELDS... 























ANB, OF COURSE, 
WE WEKE VERY 
RIGHT 70 BES 


L Sust SPRAYE P AWAY. I COULD SMELL THE COPPERY OPOR OF BLOOD ANP IT SENT AN ELECTRICAL FLOW OF ADRENALIN 
THROUGH ME.I WANTED TO KILL, TO MAIMs BEYOND FEAR, BEYOND RATIONALITY AND SANITY. THE RUMBLE WAS MY 
ONLY WORLD. ONLY DEATH MEANT ANYTHING. PEATH TO THE STAR BEASTS. 


SO WE BLASTED AGAIN ANP AGAIN. WHEN OUR JUICE R UT, WE USED BOLAS OR LASE a 
WHATEVER WE HAD, THE WHOLE THING SEEMEL TION, THOUGH IT WAS ALL HAPPENING IN THE SPACE OF 
A FEW FRENETIC MOMENTS. AN? IN ONE OF THOSE M 


OUR PREZ AND THE 
BEASTIES’ LEADER 





I JUST Stoprep 
FIGHTING, TRANSFIXED 
By THE ULTIMATE 


HORROR, THE FINAL 
BLOOPLUST,,, 


OUT THERE IN THE MID@LE OF THAT WILD 
ZONE OF ABANDONED ATOMIC-POWERED 
MINING EQUIPMENT AND LOW LEVEL RADIO- 
ACTIVE SLAG, WE FOUND EACH OTHER 
RAYMEN MND STAR BEASTS. NO DEBS 
ALL BATTLE ARMOR. ALL ZAPPOS, ALL 
GOING FOR THE BIGGEST RUMBLE OF 
OUR LIVES 


THE BLOW HADN'T 

>I WOULD'VE FAINTED 
PEAD A\ INSTEAD, T SWAM, 
IN THE VELVET DEPTHS OF A 
SOOTHING BLACK OCEAN. 
AND_ SOMEWHERE BELOw, 
MY FATHER WAS TRYING TO 
PRAG ME UNDER,,, 


+ 













“ONLY SOMEHOW, 
HE DIPN'T GET ME 


HES COMIN’ 
AROUND... 







I THOUGHT 1'0 PIED BACK THERE ON THE SOOTY GROUND. 

I WAS ALIVE, BUT WHAT WAS LEFT FOR MEF LATER, THE 
NURSE SAID I WAS DAMN LUCKY. LUCKY? STUCK ON 
PEVRON WAS LUCKY? HITCHED LP WITH THE RAYMEN WAS 
LUCKY? I WAS LUCKY AS A SAUCEHOUND; THE KIND OF 
LUCK MY MOTHER KNEW, WHICH WAS NOTHING. 





EASY, MAN. 
YOU'RE IN TH' HOSPITAL. 
WE ALL MANAGED TO 
GET OUTTA TH' ZONE 




















‘FORE THE BLUES 
SHOWED. 





THE PREZ DIDN'T MATTER ANYMORE. HE WAS JUST ANOTHER 
CASUALTY, USELESS ‘CAUSE HE WAS SPACE, LIKE EVERY— 
BOPY WHO GOT TOO OL? FOR THE RAYMEN, OR PIGEONED 
TO THE LAW, OR JUST WENT OFF SOMEWHERE. THEY 


WERE FORGOTTEN. AN? THEY NEEDED A NEW GUY. ME. 


TO WILD STRATEGIES 












IT'S LIKE THIS, 
SACK, YOU'RE HIP 


yOu'D BE REALLY 
G00? FoR TH’ CLUB, 
Y'KNOW % WE NEED A 

NEW LEADER AN’, 
LIKE, WE WANT 
YOU, MAN 








AN! SHIT. YOU REAP 
STUFF, YOU GOTTA 
GOOD HEAD. 










ISN'T 
THAT GREAT, 
HON’? 






TO GET AWAY YOU NEED_MONEY ANO CONNECTIONS. I’M NOT 
MAKING EXCUSES, BUT NO ONE EVER GAVE ME ANYTHING. 
GOVERNMENT COUNSELORS THINK SQUAT ABOUT YOU, 
LIKE EVERYONE ELSE. PEOPLE THINK YOURE DIRT. ou 
JUST HAVE TO GET YOUR KICKS OUT OF LIFE BEFO! 

THE WHOLE SHITHOUSE GOES UP IN FLAME 








I WAS THE SMARTEST PUDE AMONG THEM. MAYBE L 
COULP'VE FIGURED A WAY To GET OUT OF THE RAYMEN 
AND OFF PEVRON,. ONLY THAT’S A PREAM AN? IF HERES, 
ONE THING YOU LEARN REAL FAST HERE, IT'S THA 
PREAMS DON'T COME TRUE. 








AND IF IT ALL ENDS WITH THE BLUES SOMEDAY 
SCRAPING WHAT'S LEFT OF YOU OUT OF THE 
WE/KE ZONE LIKE LAST NIGHT, WELL., 
WHAT THE HELL? THAT'S LIFE, RIGHT F 





4 COMPEENENS) Leap 


SUBIECT Wie BE HELD FRIDAY, THE veer 
Witt COUNT FOR ONE-THIRP OF YOUR FINAL 


GRACE (N THIS COURSE. YOU May GO NOW 








CHILDREN OF THE STARS, Part 2 
























THEY WERE POWERFUL AND 
GOOD AND PURE OF HEART. 
FOR YEARS YOUR PARENTS 
OPPOSED THE EVIL WILL 
OF THE GREAT DEMON 
LORDS, UNTIL THE MIGHTIEST 
DEMON OF ALL, LORD NIZENTHOR, 
HAD THEM AND ALL OF 
THEIR KIN DESTROYED, BY 
TREACHERY 


I SENSED YOU CALLING, 
AND I HAVE COME, 
BRINGING WITH ME 
THE ANSWERS 
THAT YOU SEER. 
I CAN TELL You 
ALL YOU WISH TO 
KNOW ABOUT 
YOUR PARENTS, 
WHO THEY 
WERE AND. 
WHAT FATE 
BEFELL 
THEM! 


AND 
DECEIT. 





ISTENING TO THE NEWCOMER FROM 
HIS HIDING PLACE, FINAR THE 
DWARF IS FILLED WITH 
FOREBODING. 





HE |S OF THE DARK- 
NESS! I AM 





I MUST WARN 
DAME MELINOR! SHE'LL 
KNOW WHAT 
TO DO... 





THE CHILDREN--! 
A DEMON HAS COME 
IN ANSWER. TO 
THEIR CALL! 












HE CANNOT BE ONE OF THE 
OLD_ ONES. I SENSE 
POWER ABOUT HIM, AS GREAT 
AS THEIRS, YET THE CHILL OF 
OF HIS EVIL ENVELOPS 
THE MOUNTAINTOP LIKE A 
SHROUD. 


BRAN AND BRONWEN ARE 
IN GREAT DANGER ! 





y IWILL SEE ay) : pe. 
TO THEM, FINAR. WMA 4” FROM THAT 
GO HOME DESTRUCTION, 
AND PREPARE ? 4 ONLY TWO 
FOR OUR ! ESCAPED-- TWO 
RETURN ! s CHILOREN, HEIRS 
TO THEIR. 
KINGDOM! 








EVER SINCE : 
THAT DAY SEVEN : BUT AT LONG LAST I, LORD 
LONG YEARS ACO, THE ie FOUN BUT 


EA Hi 
LAND FRUITLESSLY 
FOR_THOSE 
TWO... 
























































MURDERER! KINSLAYER! 
WHAT WOULD YOU DO 
WITH US ? 


TO ENSURE MY 
OWN FUTURE, I 

MUST DESTROY 
. you 


[yuT FLYING SWIFTER THAN 
THE WINDS OF A TEMPEST, 
DAME MELINOR HURRIES 
TO THE TWINS’ AID. 





Sue LANDS BEFORE THE DEMON LORD, 
CALLING OUT IN DEFIANCE... 


YOu WILL NOT HARM 
THOSE TWO, LORD OF 
DARKNESS, ‘NOT WHILE 
T AM HERE TO PREVENT 
IT! T WILL NOT 
WITCH- WOMAN, HAVE IT! 
YOu ARE A FOOL! 
WHAT MAKES 
YOU THINK YOu 
HAVE THE POWER 
TO STOP ME? 





































DAME 
MELINOR! 
IS SHE 
DEAD ? 












= 
NO, BUT SHE 
SOON SHALL BE! TO- 
GETHER, HER POWERS 
AND YOURS COME 
CLOSE TO UNLOCRING 
siealr= THAT THE. 














D ONES MUST 
NEVER KNOW! 








AS LONG AS 
THOSE SECRETS 

ARE SAFE, THE 

DEMON LORDS 
SHALL HOLD 
DOMINION 

OVER THIS 
LAND! 














NCE WE HAVE 
CREATED CHAOS, J 

OUR POWERS WILL GROW 
BEYOND IMAGINING. |) 
THEN EVEN THE 

OLD ONES 

WILL LISTEN TO 

OUR VOICE! 








STARTLING NIZENTHOR... 


+ REVIVING THE WITCH WITH 
RENEWED VIGOR AND STRENGTH! 





.. SO THAT HE DROPS HIS 
WAND... 










«THE LOCUS OF 
HIS POWER... 





, FROM ABOVE, A SCREAMING la 
BLUR OF TALONS AND NEEDLE-SHARP : 
f TEETH PC ee UPON THE DEMON |] Wiki 


I a INTO MELINO} 














NOW YOU 
MUST 
LEAVE ! 

ees 
EN yy 
a ee 




















VERY WELL! MY AS THE BLADE ae 
PETS AND I SHALL FLIES TOWARD UNN NH tp es, 
GO... FOR ‘ HiS SISTER... Bae. 


NOW! BUT A 





THE RENT IN THE SKY CLOSES, 
AND THE WIZARD |S GONE, 





we A LEAVING DARKNESS AND 
FARtiNe DESPAIR BEHIND HIM. 
IFT? 


.. BRAN DARTS 
FORWARD. 





DON'T TOUCH 
THAT KNIFE! WHO. 
KNOWS WHAT EVIL 

SPELLS HAVE BEEN 
CAST INTO ITS 
BLADE ?/ 





BRAN!! 


WE MUST 

GET BRAN 

HOME AT 
ONCE. 























Peace ED ON THE 
EASTERNMOST 


CAER DYYEDD, 
DAME MELINOR’S 
HOME, WHERE 
FINAR THE 
DWARF AWAITS 
THE WITCH 


CHARGES, 








T'LL EXPLAIN 
LATER, FINAR! 
HELP US 
CARRY_HIM. 
INSIDE. 

















GO AND REST, aati FS Z 
CHILD, T WILL NOW GATHER. MY, THROUGH THE NIGHT, DAME MELINOR 


MEDICINES, FINAR. we CS. THE DAWN... 
ee el WE HAVE MUCH IORKS HER MAGI 2 AND WITH HE DAW! 


r t IT 1S DONE! I 
BRAN. C4 WORE TOO! CANNOT REVIVE 


BRAN, BUT HE 
\__WILL LIVE! 


ZA 





















FINAR, T AM WEARY. EVEN 
WITH HIS OWN POWER WAND I THERE |S SOME . 
HAD BARELY ENOUGH POWER. TO POWER AT WORK HERE. I 
fs DAN NIZENTHOR , CAN SENSE IT CONTROLLING 

AND NOW... ALL OF OUR ACTIONS, BUT I 

KNOW NOT WHAT IT IS, j 
NOR WHAT END | 

IT SEEKS! 


















IN ANOTHER ROOM, BRONWEN SITS 


DEEP IN THOUGHT . 


HOW CAN I MOLIRN 
FOR OUR PARENTS NOW, 
WHEN T DON'T EVEN 
REMEMBER THEM 2, 























I'D HOPED TO LEARN 
SO MUCH FROM THEM... 
ABOUT THEM... 


— 
I DON'T 
UNDERSTAND... WHY 
ARE THE DEMON LORDS. 
AFRAID OF US? 




























PHYSICALLY, 


Y 
BRAN IS HEALING, 


BUT HE IS SUFFERING 
FROM A HARM FAR 
DEADLIER THAN 
ANY MERE WOUND. 
COULD 
INFLICT. 











LORD NIZENTHOR FORGED MANY 
EVIL SPELLS INTO THE BLADE OF 

HIS KNIFE, AND THEIR INFLUENCE 
LINGERS IN BRAN'S BODY, 





NOT ALL MY MAGICS 
COULD MAKE HIM 
WHOLE AGAIN! 



















I'LL NOT LIE TO YOU! BRAN WILL 
NOT RECOVER UNTIL THE INFLUENCE 
OF THE DEMON LORDS 


HAS ENDED-- 














-- WITH LORD 
NIZENTHOR'S 
DEATH! 
































CAN WE DO. 
ANYTHING? 


a 4 
THERE ARE THOSE 
WHO MIGHT HELP US. 
I'VE NEVER SPOKEN 
OF THEM BEFORE, 
FOR THEY LIVE APART 
FROM MANKIND 
AND DO NOT 
CARE FOR 
OUR WAY 
OF 
LIFE: 














BU Rear AME MELINOR DRAWS A 


OUR NEED q LEATHER: BOUND VOLUME OF ff 


1S 
GREAT fe ANCIENT KNOWLEDGE. PLAC- 
ENOUGH, ING (T ON A TABLE, SHE OPENS 


iS FILLED WITH 
FOREBODING. 





NOW PLACE YOUR HANDS 
ON THE BOOK AND LOO! 
INTO MY EYES! 























%, 





“THE ROOM SHIMMERS AND FADES BEFORE BRONWEN'S GAZE! SHE HAS A STRANGE, GIDDY SENSATION OF FALLING 
THROUGH SPACE, AND ALL ATONCE SHE AND DAME MELINOR ARE IN ANOTHER PART OF NURNHEIM FOREST. 

















a 


A FEELING OF PEACE AND ENORMOUS AGER 
 ENVELOPS BRONWEN AND THE WITCH AS: 
THEY WALK BENEATH THE SPREADING 
BOUGHS. 








WE BID 
you 
WELCOME ! 




















e 
TERIRORE: 
1) TBA, 

















